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CHAPIZE IV Continued.

De Ridielieu, for his own sake would
be compelled to act in the matter in
such a way that there would be no
chance of the scandal against the king
ever escamnsr

The baroness had used her appeal
for De Lussac only as the opening- -

gam-h- it

in the desperate and dangerous
game for his life which was now be
ginning.

"Thank jou, Monsieur," said she. "I
kneu that in appealing to ou I should
not be wrong then, seeming to dis
miss De Lusac from her mind. "But.
Monsieur, I had another motive for my
long journcv She paused.

les, Madame r
"Monsieur, I will be frank with you.

That molnc was mjself."
"A most charming motive, but one

whicu 1 cannot, jet, fully under
stand "

"I had more trulv said self and
more trulj, selfish Surely, Monsieur,
that is a mothe that any politician
tan understand? You see .1 am
trank.

'I hear jou saj so, Madame, and
j ou alarm me "

"In what wax r"
"Whv, Madame," laughed De Riche-

lieu, "vou are the first woman I hate
ever heard admitting the fact of her
cinslmess it does not seem natural
"nd it seems to me." replied the

baroness with a little grimace, "that I
am the first human being to whom
Monsieur 1c Marcchal Dtic de Riche-
lieu has admitted the fact that he is
capable of being frightened"1 She rose
to her feet "Monsieur. I will go, for
at this rate wo shall oon have no se-
crets to hide from one another You
arc dangerous to me, I am dangerous
to vou" She moved toward the door.

' Staj, Madame," cried De Richelieu,
perplexed and fascinated, feeling that
there was something more personal to
him in the isit of the charming crea-
ture than an attempt to enlist him ill
the cause of De Lussac "One mo-
ment '

He had ncn with her
what'" asked she. pausing

For what5 Petite mvsteneuse' For
what did on come thee five leagues?
Whv did ton face the darkness, the
tear ot bandits -

Ma foi." replied she, her hand upon
the door handle "It seems to me I

nine to confess that I was selfish, to
make ou confess that jou were capa-
ble of fear, and all in the first few
niiiiutis of our interview. Heavens'
Monsieur as I said a few moments
go it our interview were to last an

hour. t this rate, we should have noth-
ing to bide one from the other "

' u perplex me " said the marcchal.
now complete! fascinated, but not
knowing bow to take her

'she laughed "There vnu are again.
More admissions of wcak--

- Mnnsitur de Ricblicii. who reads
w inun as otner men read books Mon-
sieur dc Richelieu, the most astute
in in in Frame, perplexed bv in adven-
turess'"

Vhctuurcs-- '
There, again '" tried "he baroness

prmng the door as if to escape " n- -
iher i(inficion' O Monsieur, let me

.o fur if we remain longer together
t interview will be destructive to
both our

Dc Richelieu took her firmh bv the
hand, closed the door, ami led her bick
to her chair

hxtraordinarv and charming worn
an" said the old warrior as silic let
herself be led like a child "You arc
no now talking to Monsieur dc Riche-
lieu, but to the marcchal of France,
wno is at vour commands, and who
commands vou

I obev the conqueror of Mahon "
"Then. Madame as a good soldier.

I command vou to speak. Whv did
vou come to me

Monsieur. I have forgotten"'
' 'Forgotten

I ought to sav. I do not choose
10 remember I would rather forget
Monsieur I have changed mj mind
When I came to von I came
rn account of poor Monsieur dc Lus-'- a

bit T admit I had the thought of
.iskmg for a favor for mjself at the
A bin roval hands of Monsieur le Due

it
i 'ne to the point, mv courage not

rr- - to meet me nd I sav to mv
s '1 Win should I ask a favor of
our who scarcclv knows me'' Moil-

s'- spare mv feelings"
lad tmc spare nunc. I burn to be

of ervice to v.ii Speak"'
W ell then. Monsieur." said she. as

t'"- igh suddcnlv up her mind,
"I would ask vour help"

"Against whom'"
"Monsieur. am beset bv cits"

Cats-- "

Madame d"IIarlancourt hates me"
Mw
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"Madame de Stenlis insulted me to
day."

"Yes?"
"Monsieur de Jojeuse flung his mud

at me."
"But he is not a cat."
"No. Monsieur, he is a cur."
De Richelieu laughed. "Well, Mad-

ame, and how can I help jou against
these people?"

"Oh, Monsieur, jou have only to
raise jour voice and all these creatures
will fly. But wait! I said to mjself,
who is there in all France that I can
ask for a "word of friendliness? AH
the men of the court are men of the
world who would not understand me.
There is onlv one. the Due de Riche
lieu, a great soldier, a courtier, and a
man whose age places iim above the
iuiiuues ot tne worm.

De Richelieu made a little grimace.
"I came here and I found

mjself face to face with a man who,
whatever his age may be. is not an
old man. and jou see I am quite
trank with jou I feared

"O madame, whj should vou fear?"
"Alas! Monsieur an unprotected

woman
De Richelieu drew his chair close

to hers and took her hand
"Madame," said he, "vou have

sought my protection Why. then,
should jou fear vour protector?

"Whj I fear mjself too N'ovv.jou
see, I am making more confessions.
Believe me, it were better I should go

"Ah, jcs. a moment that is what
man alvva saj when they can think
of notjy'i, better. Monsieur, the mo-

ment huspassed "
Dc Richelieu, in lead of releasing

her hand, slipped down (311 one knee
beside her: the fire in the old 's

blood had broken into flame.
Taking the captured hand his left
hand, his right arm slipped round her
waist

'Monsieur." said she. drawing shcht- -
Ij awaj. "that is encroachment"

"No, Madame, it i the smallest
waist in the world"

"Monsieur, if I were a desicninz
woman I might, now turn jou round
mv finger Oh. how weak are men'"

"es. Madame, men are weak, al- -
wavs. before loveliness

"Then, Monsieur, be strong"
"I am, at the moment, perhaps, I

am the strongest man in France"
"Then have pitj on the weakest

"w oman
'I am all pitj for weakness, though

I hold ou like this, it is onlv to
that protection which is at jour

service You sa vou have women
enemies who arc pressing jou hard "

"Xo, Monsieur, it is jou who are
pressing me hard, and when bird
pressed, a woman cries out Monsieur,

am alKHit to cry out
' A truce, then, cried Dc Richelieu.

releasing tier and rising to his feet
The baroness also rose no

"The conqueror of Mahou calling
lor a truce' Monsieur, vou are de-

feated ' '

"I acknowledge it"
'I have wound jou round mv fin-

ger "
"Then chenc. wind me round

again" incd Richelieu, laughing. half
piqued tire in his cvt, .mil advancing
victorious! upon her

This was the real attack, and
Madame Linden, with a little scream,
such as women give when thev see a
moue. outstretched her hands and
held him off Struggling with him.
half laughing, panting, she suddenly
drew hack

"Monsieur," said she in a low voice.
"a moment there is some on at the
door

Dc Richelieu, flushed and almost
triumphant, turned to the door with
a terrible oath He opened it. There
was no one

"Ah, Monsieur, but there was," said
she. still in that mutted voice that
led the hopes of the old man heaven
ward "I heard some one. Go into
the and see that we are
alone

He went into the corridor and
she closed the door and locked

it on him She flashed across the
room to the bureau- - The blood surg-
ing to her face, ringing in her cars,
she seized the handle of the ton risrht- -

Kuhclieti Well. Monsieur, when hand drawer, it viclded The drawer
.'..-- - ..11 i. t j ?.is

making

ts sun , sue puueu 11 out; on
the top of a number of papers laj a
folded document

"Madame. Madame'" came De Rich-
elieu's voice from the outer side of
the door, as he lapped lishtlv with
his knuckles "Open' Think if any'
01 tne servants were to come1

"Monsieur," cried she an even
voice, as she unfolded and glanced at
the document "Before I let jou in, I
must dictate terms " '

"Anj thing." replied the vouc of the
due "Onlv open" -

She saw Dc Sartines' signature.

folded the document and gently dosed
the drawer. AH the time she was
speaking to him in that wonderful
level voice' that told nqthing of her
emotions or her triumph.

"Well, Monsieur, my terms are sim-
ple. You must promise me solemnly
1101 10 moiest me.

"Yes, jes, I promise."
"Not to touch me." As she ad

vanced toward the ''door she was put
ting the document in her pocket.

"I promise."
'On jour word?"
"On my word."
"Well, then. Monsieur, I will open."
She opened the door.

Mordieu." cried De Richelieu,
nan laugmng and more than ever
fascinated. "What a position for me
naa one ot the servants come!

"And what a position for me. Mon-
sieur!"

She was now flushed, laughing, ex-
cited; as though her success had elec-
trified her mind, of a sudden a new
plan n and alluring rose before
ner. sue had triumphed on behalf of
Dc Lussac; she had in' her hand a
terrible weapon. Another woman
would lave contented herself with
that evening's work; not so Madame
Linden To strike all her enemies
with one blow, to ruin De Sartines

nu 10 uumuic tne i Jianancourt.i
Madame de Stenlis and Dc Jojeuse
at the ame tune, that was her scheme:
and she determined that De. Riche
lieu should help her in it.

"At least. Madame, jou were on
the right side of the door," replied
the marcchal, "and ma foi, but one
might fancy that loveliness had locked
herself in with vou and jou had
changed clothes Would that I had
put my eje to the kejholel"

"How do jou mean. Monsieur?"
"Because. Madame, before vou closed

the door on me jour beauty burned
my ejes; now it blinds them

"Monsieur." said he. glancing at
the clock, "it is late, and 1 have tres-
passed greatly on jour time. You have
paid me a hundred compliments, vou
have held mj hand, encircled mv waist,
allowed jourself nearly all the liberties
which a man o'f pleasure takes with a
woman of his sort. You have treated
me, in short, as you Iiave been accus
tomed to treat the ladies of the court
I am not a woman of that sort I
do not love vou. Monsieur, I love
Monsieur de Lussac; but aluajs be-

fore marriage I hold that a woman
is free to give or to sell her favors,
and that it is a matter entirely be-

tween herself, her conscience and her
maker.

"I wish to revenge mvself upon mv
enemies, and if jou will help me, I
will sav to jou, "Monsieur de Riche-
lieu, when mj revenge is complete,
come to me and I will paj jou for
jour assistance with '"

"With what, Madame?"
"Mj lips"
"And what is this assistance that

jou require, Madame'"
"Oh, do not be alarmed; it is verj

simple 1 wish jou to invite me to
dejeuner at jour house in Pans to
morrow at noon

"v thousand times, ves
Hut wait I wish vou to invite

seme guests to meet me"
Dc Richelieu made a grimace.
"And the guests '"
"Arc, first of all. Monsieur le Com

te de Sartines."
Dc Richelieu laughed
"Certamh. Madame. Who else?"
"Madame de Stenlis, Madame d'Har--

lancourt, and Monsieur de Jojeuse
"

De Richelieu pursed his lips.
"What jou ask is casj enough,

Madame. What else?
"Nothing more "
"But, Madame, I do not sec

point 1 invite jou to dejeuner with
these people: vou all come How
does that help jou to triumph over
them.' they will all be banded
against you You do not know these
women of the court and what they
are capable of."

"I do, indeed, Monsieiir, but they
don't know me Please do as I ask
an1 leave me only my wit. and I will
bring them all literally to their knees"

Dc Richelieu rubbed bis hands, then
laughed "Mordieu," thought he.
"this ought to be as good as the
Comcdie Francaise." Then to the
baroness: "Madame, I will do
you saj. But the invitations must be
ie'patched early morn

ing"
"Write them. Monsieur," said she.

"when I am gone, and jour servants
can deliver them carlj-- .

Make the invitation urgent, s0 that
it maj override anv
these people may .have."

"Leave that to mc, Madame I shall
make it little short of a command"

"All," said she, are a man of
spirit and sense, and I promise jou.
Monsieur, one thing: jou shall have
great amusement at jour house in the
Rue du Faubourg St. Honore
row at halt-pa- twelve.

"And after?" asked De Richelieu,
She laughed.

t "I always pay my debts. And this
is for earnest." She held out her lips
and he kissed her.

Her extraordinary frankness, her
golden voice, her bcatitv and personal
Jiiagnetism had comnletclv bound this
old libertine in their pentagram: the
jnouglit tnat he was getting the better
of De Lussac. a man so much his

Humor, did not lesson his satisfaction.
And now. Monsieur, I must go

at half-pa- twelve, ex
pect me.

He followed her as she passed into
the corridor and then across the great
hall, where they parted. On the steps
before which her carriage was drawn
up. who should be waiting for her
but Placide!

"What!" cried she "You here!"
"Yes, Madame. Rosine told mc

that jou had come here, and I took
a cabriolet and followed jou, as I
have some very important informa-
tion for vour ear."

"And jour infqrmation?"
Madame, what I have to sav has

to ilo with Monsieur de Lussac
"Then get into the carriage with

me and jou can tell me as we drive."
She made him get in and take the

front seat. Then the carnage started
AH the way from Paris Placide had

been racking his head for an excuse
for having followed her

"Well," said she, when thej had
cleared the avenue gates, "jour infor
mation?"

"Just this. Madame," said the old
fellow bluttlv. I am not blind

"So vou posted all the way from
Pans to tell me about the state of
jour ejes Well, then. Monsieur
Placide. jou shall pay vour own ex
penses for the journcv, and jou can.
now that vou have relieved vourself
of jour information, get out and sit
beside the coachman

Pladde noted her gavety and ani-

mation: more than he felt
that whatever business had

brought her to De Richelieu's, it
was of a most important nature and
that she had been successful in it.
He had come with the idea of trjing
to pick up news from the majordomo,
but at the last moment he determined
to adhere to the baroness.

"Madame," be went on, quite un-

moved, "I am not blind, and it has
been casj me to see that vou are
not disinterested in anj thing concern-
ing the welfare of Monsieur dc Lus
sac.

ever

for

Ah, Monsieur de Lussac!"
"Yes. Madame He has been im-

prisoned I heard the news this even-
ing from the foo'man of Monsieur de
Duras "

"And vou came after me to Ver
sailles to inform me of this'" The
little lamp that lighted the interior of
the carnage 'bowed him that her eves
were moist His fidelity had evident- -
Iv moved her to the heart; he had
not reckoned on this

"Oh, Madame, that was nothing
Just a summer evening's drive"

"Mj good Placide." she replied,
fidclitj is a great deal in this world.
where .all men are unfaithful But jou
have been a grumbling servant, vou
have set Rosine bj the cars, and I
doubt, even, if jou have been satis-
fied with jour mistress In short, my
good Placide, are an intolerable
servant, and as a recompense for jour
fidelity this evening I now discharge
jou from my service"

"What now?' thought Placide, at
this unexpected turn

"I discharge jou as a servant and
jou as a friend, a salaried

friend Well, what do jou sav to
that, grumbler?

Placide said nothing for a moment
Une might have fancied that she had
touched the old scamps heart.

"Cordieu1 Madame." grumbled he.
at last, "jou are making a lot out of
nothing. I am just jour servant.

"And my friend."
AH the way to Paris, behind ma- -

dame's triumphant gavety was the fear
of pursuit Jt Kichelieu opened that

L fatal drawer before she had put suf
ficient distance between them to make
pursuit impossibles, he" would pursue
her it was, therclorc, with a sigh of
relie'f that she passed thetollgate and
the gates of Paris, and heard the
familiar grinding of the wheels on the
pavement of the citj

It was long after midnight, and the
deserted streets lay under the moon.
The hungrj citj slept, guarded by the
Bastilc standing like a mailed gaint
in the moonlight.
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At the house in the Rue Coq Heron
the carriage stopped. Pladde descend-
ed and hdped his mistress to alight
As he did so, his hand, brushing her
dress, felt something in her pocket;
the folded parchment of the docu-
ment could be distinctlj felt through
the brocade. His hound's instinct told
him that here lay the socfet of the
journey to De Richelieu.

He followed her into the house.
where she bade him good night and
went to her room.

Having locked her door, she took
the precious document from her poc-
ket and read it carefully from the
first word to the last. Yes. this was
the infamous contract, in very truth.
a weapon against ue bartines more
formidable than a dagger. She went
to the little bureau in the corner of
the room and, taking a sheet of paper
and a pen, sat down and began to
make a Jair copj-- of the document,
word for word When this was ac-
complished, she locked the two papers
awav and went to bed.

She awoke an hour after dawn,
dressed without calling Rosine, and
taking from the bureau the original
document, folded it in a sheet of pa-
per, making a little pared of it which
she sealed Then, niacins: the Da reel
in ner pocket, she left the house.

one iijci pui 011 ner plainest arcs
and a veil which almost hid her feat
ures, so that she might pass unnoticed
through the early morning streets.
Her plan of campaign was now quite
clcarlv- - mapped out before her, and
though she had no fnend in Pans in
whom she could implidtly place her
trust, her genius had discovered a
man the soul of honor, a man whom
she could trust, and, moreover, a man
who walked fearless of the King and
Dc Sartines.

She had left now the broader streets
and. inquiring her way as she went,
found at last the Rue Plastriere. a
street rather gone to decaj. Some of
thc houses in the street were o'f grat
antiquity, gabjed and weather-cocke-

sunken in their foundations by age;
remnants of that Pans which once
showed its fantasy of roofs, vanes,
spires and towers to the sun; the Par-
is of Louis XI, half university, half
citj tne fans ot Villon and Rabe
lais, through which in the winter
wolves prowled; dominated bj- - Notre
Dame and the gibbets of Montfau- -
con

one of these old houses Madame
Linden paused, verified the number,
and then, going up the two steps that
led to tne dorwaj, rang the queasj
bell

Scarcely she released the handle
when the door opened and a man ap
peared He was graj bearded, shabby

rnl nrstrr-ttii- ej 111 r d

coat the worse for wear and a broad
brimmeil hat; he carried a book tinder
his arm, and it was quite evident that
he had not opened the door in renlv
to the summons, for, when he saw
the veiled figure of the woman, he
started back

"What do vou want'" said he.
holding the door m such a wav that
he could clap it to at a moment's
notice

"Monsieur," replied the baroness,
who. despite the desperate seriousness
of her mission, could scarely restrain
her mirth at the appearance of the

and his evident alarm, "I
want an interview with jou ou a mat-
ter of the utmost importance to one
ot jour friends

"You know me then'"
"Oh. Monsieur, all Europe knows

jou. and though I have never seen
jou before, jxt I recognize jou at
once.

The allured bv the voice
of the charmer, came forward and.
dosing the door behind him, stood
on the step

He had a mirthless face, a face
wherein lurked suspicion and distrust:
an extraordinary face, so much of
greatness and of littleness did it con
tain; the face of a practical man and
a dreamer he had even forgotten to
wash it that morning, just as he had
forgotten to brush his coat, which he
held tightlj clasped, about him with
one thin hand, as if to fend off the
approaches of the world.

Thus in the carlv morning brightness
stood Monsieur Rousseau ot Geneva, a
most difficult subject to deal with, as
Madame Linden perceived, despite her
veil bolt words were of no use as
a first approach to this evasive and

nature
"WcIL Monsieur, she went on. ""I

can compliment jou on many things,
but there is one thing on which I can
not felicitate vou, and that is jour
sense of hospitality

"Madame." said Rousseau, taken back,
"I am bound on an early morning visit
to my friend Monsieur dc Renncs. Be
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sides, Madame, I'do not know you."
"Therefore jou dap jour door in

my face? Ah, Monsieur, how easy it is
to be a philosopher; to order an em-

peror out of your sunlight, to dap
j'our door in the face of a woman!
Come, I will explain myself, then, in
the open air, ,if jou will allow. me to
walk beside you down the street And
now, directly to my point jour friend
Monsieur le lomte de Lussac is

prison."
In prison.'

"In the fortress of the Bastilc. caught
in the toils of Monsieur de Sartines,
wno will devour him as surely as a
spider devours a flj if I den't come to
his assistance."

Now Rousseau had a real fondness
for his disciple, De Lussac, but Rous-
seau, though he preached unrest, was
no conspirator; he knew nothing of the
Sodety of the Midi; he was a philos- -
optier, a musician, a thinker: his social
contract did not include fisticuffs.

"Madame," said he, stopping and
tacmg her, whatjou tell me disturbs
me deeplj. In prison! And what has
this unfortunate young man done?"' "This unfortunate young man,' 'Mon
sieur, has simplj- - been carrjing out in
practice what you preach in theory.
You have made him discontented with
the world asit is, and he has been try-
ing to upset it, succeeding only in near-
ly upsetting Monsieur de Sartines'
coach."

"Upsetting Monsier de Sartines'
coach?"

"I speak figurativelj-- . Monsieur. He
lias been conspiring against the social
order, and the social order has placed
him in prison" ;

Rousseau fumbled with his book,
standing before Madame Linden like
a schoolboy. In the few moments of
their conversation her intelligence had
overridden his genius. She was tak-
ing him to task.

Madame, said he at last. I have
nothing to do with conspiracies. I
have never preached sedition. You say
that mj-

- teaching has made the joung
man discontented witn tnings as wey

that is mv
01

aims Since
virtue? it even in art. at philosopher,

artist who is content with his work
ever arnves at greatness?

In another moment he would have
plunged and hidden himself in the
fountain of philosophy, but madame
was too quick for htm.

"Monsieur, jou wander from the
Coint.

This is not a question of art
politics, and Monsieur de Lussac

has arrived, owing to the
taught him. not at greatness,

but in prison. It is jour duty to help
me, without in the least involving jour-
self. to extricate him"

"Madame," said Rousseau decisively,
"if this is as vou sav--

, I will f go
and see the King

"Ann1 thr KTincr will sav 'Crrtamlv.
Monsieur Rousseau; we will sec, we will
sec And he will refer jou to Mon
sicur de la Vnllicrc. who will sav-- . 'Cer
tainlj-- . Monsieur Rousseau, cverjthing
shall be done to clear this unfortunate
gentleman. And Monsieur dc la Vnl-
licrc will refer jou to Monsieur dc
Sartines. who will talk about justice,
whom, bj- - the bj. he docs not know-- in
the least. Oh, Monsieur Rousseau, jou
are the greatest philosopher ot jour
age, but among these men the world
jour philosopbj- - would lead you no

the immortal
books is jour metier in life, not the
conduct ot quarrels with policemen
Leave all that to me. I shall free Mon-
sieur de Lussac if jou will only
one thing for me."

that?"
She took the packet from her pocket
"Take this, and treasure it as jou

would jour life. 1 shall probably send
a servant for it this evening. He will
show jou this ring " she exposed a
cameo ring on her hand. "Give it to
him. If jou do not hear from me
by noon w ill know that
I am either dead or in prison, for the
people I am attacking are merdless
people and do not care what weapons
they use. In that event, take the packet

to Monsieur de Maupeou. the
vice chancellor In that case I shall be
well avenged."

"But what is this parcel?"
asked the philosopher, not in the least
delighted at the prospect of being made
the minister of her vengeance.

"Monsieur, it contains the social
death warrant of an tiniust man, a man
who is preving upon the people; it is
also at the same time tne order ot re
lease for Monsieur dc Lussac With
that parcel in hand. Monsieur
you can command events: jou can, at
least, release Dc Lussac, the man whom

philisophj- - has sent to prison."
"And the name of the unjust man?"

asked Rousscaif.
'Monsieur de Saitines
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"The lieutenant general of police?"
"Predsdy."
Rousseau nearly let the parcel drop.

Here was a nice imbroglio. Ten min-
utes ago he had put on his hat to leave
his house, content and at
peace with all the world, except e;

he had opened the door, hum-mi-

a tune from one of his operas,
and in a trice fate had seized him tin
the form of this veiled woman, thrust
a weapon in his hand, and ordered him
to attack Dc Sartines; that Tiger De
Sartines, of whom, despite all his phi-

losophy, he was very mudi afraid.
Unfortunate Rousseau! He was al-

ways a martjr to women; even that
morning, before starting, he had suf-

fered from a bad attack of Thercse,
escaping from her only to 'fall into tha
hands of Madame Linden.

"But Madame, it is against mr
principles to use force in this fashion. 1
am but a student; my part in the
world is entirely passive; the hand
whidi is powerful armed with the pen
is always at a loss armed with the
sword "

Again he would have dived into the
vague waters of verbiage, and hidden
himself, had she not caught him, so
to speak, bj- - the coat tails.

"Monsieur, jou may he a student,
but jou arc a man; and 'a man who
loves ahd honors jou has been im-
prisoned for no fault but that he fol-

lowed j'our teaching, though
enough, perhaps. You have

nothing to fear: It is I who will bear
the brunt of the battle. I ask jou only
to hold the document in jour house
and in the event of mj' not communis
satmf. wttfl vrtii Kv nrvrtn

I to liand it to Monsieur dc Maupeou.
He is a bitter cnemj of this villain,
De Sartines. Monsieur, believe mo
when I say there is no danger to jou
in the transaction. I am moving in it
for no object but love. Monsieur de
Lussac is mj- - lover"

She lifted her veil.
Rousseau, before that loveliness,

He took off his hat and bowed
to her. at the same time thrusting his
book,"..and the parcel into the capaciousare. Granted: what teaehinsr! r i- - .

" nis coat. "ipockeiat when was contentment Hewa5 aiws a sentimentalistTake What -a Though times

discontent-
ment

.

ot

where: production of

do

"And

Madame,

MiNUTES-- I

suc-

cumbed.

a a mu- -
sirian. a botanist, a writer, the sen-

timentalist was always there, and the
sentimentalist told him that the woman
was speaking the truth and was en-

tirely to be trusted. He hated med-

dling at all in the matter, but it seemed
to him his path of duty was clear He
must do evetythmg his power to
assist in the enlargement of De Lus-
sac

"Madame," said he, "I will act as
jou desire Personal considerations do
not weigh with me a matter where
the nght is concerned" Then, having
discharged this fine sentiment, he turn-
ed crustj- - "Though I have nothing but
jour wor1 on the matter, still 1 am
constrained to believe it. I mut now
return and place this packet safe

Good day. Madame"
He turned and began to walk back

toward the house She watched him
for a moment, then with a little laugh
she ran after him This dreamer had
never even asked her name, suspirfous
as he was, alwaj--s fcanng spies and
infaginary enemies, he had. neglected
this, the first question that a business
man would have put to her.

"Well. Madame?"
"Mj name is pardon me for giving

it in full the Baroness Sophie An
astasc Theresc Linden, and my address
is 12 Rue Coq Heron"

"Madame," replied he grimlj.
"whether a baroness or a woman of
the people matters not to me at all"
He put his fingers to the .brim of his
old hat and shuffled on.

The baroness looked after him as
he went, a shabbj- - old man in a

coat; testj-- . suspidous, casting
his eyes about him, clasping his coat
lapel with a veined and nervous hand,
the strange figure of an immortal

Then, satisfied that she had placed
her weapon of destruction in safe
safe keeping she to the Rue
Coq Heron.

TO BE COXTlMn.r M3T SCXDvT.

Thr IlpiTlldrrrd Encllb.
rstn the Neir Y4 Lrtmnr San.

Our friends, the English, who take &

patronizing Interest In our public attain,
are very much bewildered y They
have been reading with awed Interest the
accounts of thq conventions at Chicago
and that at Baltimore. They thought
that Americans selected thetr leaden
with clubs In their hands and pistols In
their, hip pockets Then, lo. and behold.
after all the strife, wransllnic and bitter-
ness. thoe absurd Democrats select as
their man the former president of a
creat university A strange performance
on the part of persons who. according
to tho Britannic tradition, are In politics
because they keep corner saloons,
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